A floating fusion on golden wings,
Alit with passion and sun!

"But we who re-marry a thousand times,

As the spirit or senses will,
In a thousand ways, in a thousand dimes,

We remain unsatisfied stflL"

As her lover left her, alone, awake she lies,
With a sleepless brain and weary, half-closed eyes.
She turns her face where the purple silk is spread,
Still sweet with delicate perfume his presence shed.
Her arms remembered his vanished beauty still,
And, reminiscent of clustered curls, her fingers thrflL
While the wonderful, Starlit Night wears slowly on
Till the light of another day, serene and wan,

Pierces the eastern skid,